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Happy Birthday, Dave! 


Author's Notes: 
Happy 52nd Birthday, Dave! Hope you\'re having an awesome day! 


"Why Phoenix, man? Why not just go knock on his front door? And on your birthday?" Glen hurried behind the 
redhead, asking him questions he knew he ought not to ask. But he couldn't help it. He found himself feeling 
threatened. 


Dave stopped short and swung around. The two men collided and Dave gripped the smaller man by the 
shoulders, blazing hazel eyes boring into Glen's. 


"I didn't plan this, okay? Its not a big deal. It's a big city. I'm sure he will not come around." 


Glen stood still, allowing himself to be shaken slightly by the hands on his shoulders. Large, wide eyes stared 


back at Dave and Glen realized how foolish he was being. 


"You're right. l'm sorry. | just..you know..we're friends, right?" 


Dave relented and let go of the younger man, nodding. 
"Just don't want to see you hurt. That's all” 
"| appreciate that. Trust me, if | could choose where to spend my birthday, this would not be it” 


"Where would you choose?" Glen asked as Dave turned and started walking again. The smaller man had to trot 


to keep up. 

"Hmm.. how about down in Rio?" 

"That sounds good!" 

"Too bad we're here." 

Glen smiled Okay, so he had a little crush on his bandmate and boss. And everybody knew about Dave's very 
bitter, very public break up with David Ellefson. And David just happened to call Phoenix home. Glen felt a little 
protective of Dave and a little threatened by the possibility of David showing up. And a little frustrated. He 
wanted to tell Dave that he was interested in him but didn't quite know how. 

The redhead's birthday was the perfect opportunity. But suddenly, Glen was second guessing his gift for Dave. 
He thumbed the gift in his pants pocket and was about to open his mouth to ask Dave to stop again when 


Glen's loudmouth brother wrapped his arm around Glen's neck 


"Hey, boss. Threw together a little party for you after the show. No big deal, just us, the crew and such. It'll 


be in our room, kay? Fred's out getting beverages right now." 

"Cool, okay. No cake, though!" Dave grinned. 

"Fine, no cake." Shawn grinned, punched his brother's shoulder and took off again. 
"Why don't you like cake?" 

"| love cake." 

"Then why..2" 

"Because when there are drunks around cake, it inevitably ends up a mess." 
Glen smiled. “That is true. Dave, |, uh, | got something for you," he said quietly. 


"You did?" 


Glen pulled his fist from his pocket. "It's stupid but | just thought you'd like it." He held his closed fist in the 
air, waiting for Dave to put his hand out. 


Dave extended his hand and a bright yellow guitar pick was dropped in it. 

"Is this mine?" 

"No, it's Jimmy Page's from about six years ago. | was at the show and he threw one at me." 
"You're giving me this?" 

Glen smiled proudly and nodded. 


"Awwww man" Dave looked at it and then back at the smaller man. Those beautiful eyes, filled a never-ending 


innocence, looked at him. 
Glen nervously flicked hair from his eyes and shuffled from one foot to the other. 
"You didn't have to," Dave said. 


"Yeah, | did" The younger man grinned. "Its your birthday. You've gotta have birthday gifts, right?" 


The show was one of the longest of his life. Every moment felt like an hour. Every note seemed to hang in the 
air longer than a dying sunbeam. It was agony and ecstasy of the highest order. He was going to do it, he'd 


decided. Was going to make a move on the great Dave Mustaine, no matter how much it scared him. 


The crowd roared as they stepped off stage. Tossing his guitar to their tech, Glen made his way to the 


catering room. His stomach was knotted with butterflies and his first call was a drink. 


Just as his brother had promised, the place was laid out for a party. Drinks, food, and the cake he'd promised 
wouldn't be there. Going straight for the drinks table, he grabbed a beer from an ice bucket and cracked it 
open. The cool liquid slid easily down his throat. Leaning against a wall, he tapped a foot and waited for the rest 


of them to arrive. 


When they did, he smiled. Dave looked amazing, even with the knots of sweaty hair tangled over his face. His 
shirt was stuck to him with sweat, hands clenched with the adrenaline. Glen wanted it, all of it. And it was his 


boss' birthday. Maybe today was the perfect day to act on his fantasises. 


He stayed put, drinking whatever was handed to him, keeping one eye on the redhead as he mingled and laughed 


and was given odd, little presents here and there. Crew members approached Glen, making idle small talk. Some 


of the women on the team approached as well, trying their best to flirt with him. But he ignored them, instead 
going for another beer or sharing shots with his brother. 


By the time Shawn announced it was time for Dave to blow out his candles, Glen found himself right next to 

the boss, a fresh, cold bottle of beer in his hand. Shawn pushed one large candle into the middle of the sheet 
cake and lit it. He pushed Dave up to the table that the cake was sitting on and cued the rest of the party to 
sing ‘Happy Birthday’. The little blonde sang quietly, stealing glances at the taller man at his side. There was an 
emotion flickering across Dave's face that Glen couldn't quite interpret. Sadness? Loneliness? Whatever it was, 


it prompted the guitarist to slide his hand across the small of Dave's back and clutch him tightly. 
"Make a wish," he told the redhead when everyone stopped singing to him. 


Their eyes locked for a moment before Dave turned and blew out the candle. Around him, everybody clapped 
and cheered, but inside, Glen's heart was beating so fast and so loud that he was sure Dave could hear it over 


the crowd of people. 


And then he was forced backwards, away from the older man, when people pushed in to either get some cake 


or steal the redhead away for more chatting and birthday wishes. 


Still watching, still drinking, looking for that liquid courage, Glen's breath caught in his throat when he saw Dave 
reaching into his pocket and pulling out his phone. Dave's face flickered with that same emotion again. Whether 
by coincidence or not, their eyes met again and Glen smiled. The boss smiled in return but it was brief, forced 


even. And when Glen watched Dave's mouth form the word, "Junior", his heart broke into a thousand pieces. 


The little blonde lowered his head. His chance came and went. In a matter of moments, David would walk 
through the door and Glen would all but be forgotten about. But he could always fight for the object of his 
affection. Yes. Fuck that other guy. He left. He turned his back on Dave. Why the fuck should he get to waltz 
right back in here when Glen was here all along, looking out for Dave? Why the fuck shouldn't Dave notice him 
and want him instead of the guy that stabbed him in the back? 


Armed with a fresh beer and renewed determination, Glen pushed his way through the crowd and caught up 


to Dave as he was leaving the room, phone still pressed to his ear. 


"Junior, | don't fuckin’ care!" The red-head sounded exasperated. "What have | told you about callin’ me, huh? 
Tossin' shit around and then expecting me to be all friendly with you. Fuck off and don't call again" 


Glen watched as the phone was tossed along the corridor and the ache of heartbreak grew. Only this time it 
was for Dave. Stepping up behind him, he ran a hand down the boss’ back. The red-head jumped and whirled 
around, anger in his eyes. Feeling suddenly nervous, Glen took a step back, the bottle clutched tight to him. 


‘Oh, hey." Dave ran a hand through his hair, giving it a tug. His eyes looked everywhere but at his guitarist. 


"Sorry," he murmured, 


"What the fuck for? That little shithead?" Dave snorted. "Don't be sorry for him. He brought it on himself" 


While Dave's voice may have been rough with anger, his eyes told another story. They were glazed and heavy, 
the singer obviously fighting back his emotions. 


"Do you miss him?" 
Dave shook his head. 
"You can be honest." 


He wanted to know. Wanted to know how Dave felt. But, most of all, he wanted to know that the other man was 
okay. Reaching out, he nervously linked his fingers with the older man's. Dave gave him no resistance as they 


walked to their dressing room. 


Everyone else was enjoying the party, leaving them with the room to themselves. Locking the door, Glen took 
several deep breaths to steady his nerves. He watched as Dave looked around himself before slumping to the 
couch. his hands dangled between his legs, hair hiding his face. He looked utterly and totally dejected. Steeling 
himself, the little blonde walked over to him and perched on the edge of the couch. 


Resting a hand on Dave's knee, he quietly asked, "Do you miss him." 

He watched as the hair in front of Dave's face moved with his breath. Finally, his boss gave a small nod and 
Glen felt his heart twist. He shouldn't feel jealous; Dave and Junior had spent the best part of two decades 
together. That had to hurt. But still the green eyed monster reared its ugly head. 

"Do you wanna talk?" 

Dave shook his head, still not looking up. 

Its okay. You don't have to." 

It was strange seeing him so quiet. Strange seeing the red-head so reluctant to do anything. It stung at Glen 
and, with the beer racing through him, he shuffled closer. His hand moved along Dave's leg, gently stroking, 
hoping to reassure him. Dave looked so lonely, so tired. So scared. Scared of what? The world? Being alone? 


Being sued by the one man he'd given everything to? 


Lifting his hand from Dave's leg, he pushed the waves of sunset orange hair away from his boss’ face. What 


he saw made him slump. 


Tears streamed down the other man's face and, when Glen touched him, bloodshot eyes looked at him. Dave 


looked ashamed at being caught crying, especially over the one man who had so viciously abused him. He looked 


broken and fragile, in need of someone to show him that no everyone was going to take advantage of him. 


Glen knew that it was now or never. Stroking a hand along Dave's face, he leaned in closer and brushed his lips 
against the red-head's. He expected Dave to pull away. Expected him to act shocked. Expected Dave to call him 
a fag. 


Instead Dave sat perfectly still, not reacting. Glen felt his heart fall. It wasn't him Dave wanted. It was the 
pretty bass player. 


He was pulling away when a hand wound around the back of his neck and pulled him back. "Don't stop." 


"| can make you forget all about him" A soft murmur just before Glen seized the older man's mouth and 


roughly kissed him. 


He pried Dave's lips apart and pushed his tongue deep into his mouth. He continued to kiss him as he climbed 
into Dave's lap. He straddled Dave's thighs and pushed him back against the couch cushions. Glen's mind was 
fuzzy by now with all he had to drink but he knew this with certain clarity: Dave had given the green light and 
he was definitely not going to waste this opportunity. It may not come again. So his two hands seemed like 
eight as they traveled all over Dave's body. Inside the hem of the redhead's shirt, they dove and traveled up 
his stomach, taking the shirt with him. 


"You're so fucking gorgeous," Glen sighed as they parted to pull Dave's shirt over his head. "| want you so bad." 
As he dipped his head to run his tongue over Dave's throat. 


As his mouth wandered down the older man's chest and stomach, Glen lowered himself to the floor between 
Dave's feet. He sat back on his heels as he peered up, into Dave's face. Without breaking the stare, his hands 
found the button on the other's jeans. Glen unbuttoned and unzipped them, peeling them away from Dave's 
body. He could see Dave's chest rise and fall, short breaths panting from his parted lips. 


"Gonna make you feel so good." 


Dave lifted his ass off the couch when Glen tugged his jeans down, taking his sweat-dampened shorts with 
them. He didn't bother with Dave's sneakers, instead just pushing the jeans down to bunch at his ankles. Dave's 
cock lay limp against his thigh and Glen looked from it to the singer's face as his hands pushed his legs 
farther apart. 


Shuffling closer, he kept his hands on Dave's thighs, eyes watching the red-head. Dave just stared at him, 
almost listless. Mustering his courage, he lowered his mouth to his boss' limp member and pressed tiny kisses 
to the soft flesh. His stomach flipped as he felt Dave begin to relax, his cock beginning to harden. Wrapping a 
hand around the base of Dave's length, he closed his mouth over the head and gently began to suck. Soft 


moans floated down to his ears and a hand landed in his hair. Fingers massaged his scalp, urging him lower. 


It was the first time he'd sucked someone's cock in a long time. The last person.. well, the last person hadn't 


wanted it any more. Not because he wasn't any good, but because they felt it wasn't right. He'd thought he 


would have received the same dismissal from Dave. 


Instead, Glen found himself being encouraged to pleasure someone else. To make them moan and gasp. To take 
them to another place. Lowering his head, he sucked as much of Dave's erection into his mouth as he could, 


moving until his nose was pressed against the older man's groin. 
There was a deep growl, one which excited him. "Fuck, Glen. You're fuckin’ good. Where'd you learn to do this?” 


Pulling back, he smiled but refused to reply. That was his secret. Besides, with his own aching hard on trapped 


in his pants, he was in no place to reply. All he wanted to do was make Dave happy. Make him scream. 
Make him beg for more. 


Holding Dave's cock, Glen pressed kisses to each of his tight balls. He enjoyed the feeling of them against his 
lips, enjoyed the soft skin pulled tight. Giving each of them a suck, he sat back on his heels and smiled up at 
his boss. 


Glazed hazel eyes looked down at him, Dave's nostrils flaring as he drew in deep breaths. His old, defiant 
posture had returned, one which sent a shiver down Glen's spine. Getting to his feet, a small smile twitched his 
lips as he began to shed his own clothes. 


Slowly, swaying back and forth, Glen unbuttoned his shirt. He kept his eyes trained on the redhead as he kicked 
one shoe off and then the other. His fingers fumbled with the button on his tight, dark blue jeans. His dick 
painfully trapped inside of them needed to be let free. The little blonde whimpered softly as the fly on his 
pants was quickly unzipped. He shoved his jeans and his little black bikini underwear down and clumsily kicked 
out of them. For a moment, he merely stroked himself while still gazing at the gorgeous redhead before him. 


Then he started to take a step forward, intending on climbing onto Dave. 
"Nuh-uh. Back on your knees." Dave finally found his voice. 
"But | wanted -" 


"I know what you want to do. | ain't ready to let you. Its my birthday, after all, isn't it?" Dave smirked as he 


wrapped a hand around the smaller man's wrist and tugged it down. 


Back down on his knees, Glen pushed Dave's thighs wide apart and sloppily ran his tongue up the inside of the 
older man's thigh. Above him, Dave hissed and pushed his hips forward, arching his back. Two hands tangled in 
Glen's hair and pulled him in, wanting him back on that long, throbbing cock. 


Glen gave the silky soft flesh of Dave's innermost thigh a quick bite, which made the singer hiss and clench his 
hands tighter in the little blonde's hair. Then he moved his mouth back to the head of Dave's cock. Tiny, 


teasing kisses and licks over the slit send the redhead reeling. 


"Fuck! You're a bad little boy, aren't you?" 


Glen snickered before opening his throat and taking Dave deep once more. This time a hand clamped to the back 


of his head kept him there while Dave rocked his hips. 


He gagged and coughed but kept up what he was doing. Dave's silky pre-come slid down his throat. He could 
feel his boss’ cock getting harder, throbbing against his throat. Glen knew what it meant and began to pull 
away. The hand stayed clamped against his head. 


"Nahah, you're not getting up until | come down that pretty throat of yours. Fuck, Glen. Wish you'd said 


something sooner. You're such a cutie. Been wanting to bend you over and fuck your hot little ass for ages." 


The red-head's words just spurred him on, his own excitement growing. Dave liked him. Dave thought he was 
hot. Dave wanted to fuck him. Everything Glen had been wishing for was coming true in the most delicious way. 
A moment later and his boss groaned, hips rocking up from the couch as his seed pumped down Glen's throat. 


He tried not to gag but strings of pearly come still slipped from between his lips. 


Sitting back on his heels, Glen wiped a hand across his mouth and looked despondently up at Dave. His own cock 


still ached and he let his hand wander towards it. 


"Ah!" The red-head held up a hand. "No touching yourself. Come and sit in my lap, cutie. With you there I'll 
soon be ready to go again. Want to hammer into that fine little ass of yours. See if it's as tight as it looks. Bet 
it is. Bet it's really fuckin’ tight" 


Glen shivered as he got to his feet, Dave's voice going straight through him. He wanted it all, and he wanted it 
now. Wanted to feel his boss’ thick cock inside of him. All of his inhibitions were gone, disappearing in to the 
night. He didn't need booze to do this. All he'd needed to do was bring Dave to his knees with an earth 


shattering orgasm. And now he was going to do it all over again. 


The little blonde slipped into Dave's lap, knees on either side of the redhead, ass resting on his thighs. He 
immediately leaned in for a kiss. Dave's large, strong hands were splayed against his spine, urging him forward 
so that his chest was pressed against Dave's. Glen's hard dick was trapped up against Dave's stomach. Firm 
but gentle lips found his, feeding him sweet kisses. The hands against his back started pressing him forward 
and then releasing, pressing him forward and then releasing. Glen moaned into the redhead's mouth as his body 
began rocking. A long, warm, wet tongue slipped into his mouth and lapped against his own. His arms wound 
around Dave's neck and, tightly, he hung on as the older man urged him to rock faster. 


The ball of pleasure knotted tightly in Glen's stomach and he was forced to break the kiss in order to throw 
back his head and howl. Faster, harder he bucked in the singer's lap 


"Gonna come for me, my sweet little slut?" Dave growled "Come on, give it to me." One of those hands left the 


little blonde's back and immediately wrapped around his aching, throbbing dick. 


Dave jerked him off, stroking Glen quickly, urgently. The younger man panted and groaned, leaning far back, 
trusting Dave to hold him up, until he leaned really far back and had to place his hands on Dave's knees to 
support himself. 

"That's right, baby. Let me see you come. Get it all over me." 


The younger man bucked and cried out when Dave squeezed his hand harder around his cock and stroked 


foster. 
"Dave!" 

"| know, baby. Feels good, doesn't it?" 
veer 


"Well, then come for me." Dave twisted his hand so that he could drag his thumbnail along the bottom of 
Glen's shaft as he stroked 


The younger man screamed and, with his eyes clenched shut and his teeth gritted in pain, he thrust his hips 


into the air and his come splattered against Dave's chest and shoulder and even his chin. 
A warm tongue began to lap away at his come, carefully cleaning it away. 
"You even taste good. Gonna have to do this again." 


Hands held the small of his back and rubbed gentle circles as he relaxed against the red-head. Kisses were 
pressed to his shoulder, the older man purring softly in his ear. 


"Yeah, you're real fuckin’ hot, Glen. Didn't think you had it in you to come and get what you wanted. But you do. 
And | want you to do it again" 


He purred softly at the gentle touches, ones which reassured his confidence and took away the pain of his 
earlier thoughts. Someone did want him. And he'd gotten exactly what he wantedLips whispered from his 
shoulder and to his cheek. His chin was tilted and he found himself looking in to Dave's eyes. The glaze had gone 
from them, the harshness of before replaced with something softer. 


He smiled and gave the older man the gentlest of kisses. "Happy Birthday, Dave." 


Dave smiled and hugged him closer, his mouth claiming Gler's. "Best birthday present I've ever had. Thanks, 
Glen" 


The little blonde pulled back and slowly moved to the couch beside him, presenting his ass to Dave. "Who says 


you can't get more than one birthday present?" 


The boss smirked. "Just what I've always wanted" 


